EHITABEL MUGGINS, wid.
M ow of Jethro Muggins, of Cod-

fish Haven, was violently op-
posed to the very Idea of her daughtse
marrying the red-faced, long-legged sun
of Thomas Jofferson Blggs: first, be-
eause she wanted to see her Angeline
the wife of a rich man, nnd, secondly,
Pecause Thomas Jefferson, Jr., was not
& rich man,

As an offset to this violent opposition
on the part of the Window Muggins,
Thomas Jefferson Biggs wns ready at
any moment to bless the unlon of the
two loving hearts of Ang:line and
Thomas Jefferson, Jr., and Angeline
and Thomas Jefferson, Jr., were al
ready one In their hearty harmony with
the views of Thomas Jefferson Biga.

Thus do we find odds of three to one
agninst the Widow Muggins,

“The very ldee, Angeline,” the Wid.
ow Muggins wan saying, as she washed
the dishes which Angeline wiped, “the
very ldee of your marrylng Thomas
Jefferson, Jr., Is prepost'rous. Why,
gou ain't got a thing In the world to go
on but a few clo’s and a good constity-
tion, and Thomas Jefferson, Jr., ala't
much better off.”

“Thomas Jefferson, Jr.'s, father owns
the farm they live on, and it will come
¢ him some day, mother,” ventured
the rosy-checked Angeline.

“And so do I own the farm we live
o0,” sald the Widow Muggins, with an
alr of aggressive pride; “and It will
<ome to you some day; but what have
Fou both got to go on now? Nothing
ander the blue canopy, and If you get
married you'll have to go to the poor
fouse or the orphan asylum, or, more
ke, to the lunatic asylum.”

“Couldn't we marry acd walt, moth.
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“Walt! Walt, for what? Walt till
me and Thomas Jefferson Bigge dies?
No, you can’'t. Who'd support you
while you walted?"

“l ean work, mother, and so can
‘Thomas Jefferson, Jr."

“] see you working. You can work
1n my house, and Thomnas Jefferson, Jr.,
ca® work on his father's farm; but do
Fou think I want to take a son-in-law to
ralse and do you think I'm golng to let
you go over there and slave your life
out for them Biggses! Indeed, 1'm not,
and if you get married at all, Angeline,
with my consent, you'll marry a man
that Is able to support you and me,
too, If 1 take a notion that I want to
live with you."

“Maybe he wouldn't want you to live
with us, mother,” sald Angellipe, besl-
tatingly.

“Wouldn't? mniffed the wildow.
“Well, I'd show him very soon whether
bhe wanted me or not."”

“Thomns Jefferson, Jr. llkes you,
mother,” insinuated Angeline,

“And Thomas Jefferson, Jr., would
Qike to live in my house, If he likes
me so well, why doesn't he have a
tﬁ;u where I might go If I wanted
‘o i

“He wlll have, some day, mother.”

“Yen, and I'll be In my grave by that
time."

“(h, no, you won't,” conxed Angeline,

“Don't get to padaverin' now.”
snapped the Widow Muggins. *“Xou
<an't wheedle me into givin' my consent
to your marrying Thomas Jefferson,
Jr., now, henceforth or forever. My
mind's made up and will stay made
up.”

Angeline might have argued further,
but all at once she glanced out of the
door, dropped the teacup she was pol-
ishing, and, with a small scream, darted
out of the kitchen Into the house, It
was Thomas Jefferson, Jr., within a
dogen feet'of the open door, and An-
&elne wouldn't have had him see her
looking such sight for anything In the
world.

Mehitabel Muggins looked hurriedly
voward the door through which An-
geline bad vanished, and then toward
the one which Thomas Jefferson, Jr.,
was approaching.

“Obh, it's you, Is it?" she sald, In a
tone of welcome that Thomas Jefferson,
Jr., was accustomed to,

“Yea'm,” he responded, meekly,
“How do you do? Where's Angeline?”

“That's more than I know, Bhe went
out of here without telling me where
she was golng."

Thomas Jefferson, Jr.,, stood In the
kiwchen door without the slightest ex-
pectation of being invited to come any
farther,

“I'd like to see Angeline If I could,”
besitated Thomas Jefferson, Jr.

“Didn't 1 say I didn't know where
abe was?"’

“1 guess that don't make any great
difference In my liking to see bher;
would you think it did?" sald Thomas
Jefferson, Jr., stumbling awkwardly
over the words,

“1 was talking about you just before
you come up,” remarked the widow,
veering from the subject in bhand to &
slight extent.

“l hope you was saylng something
€ood, ma'am."

“I was saylng the beat thing T could,
which wasn't saylog that you could
wmarry Angeline,”

“Pap sald be hoped I would marry
her,"” sald Thomas Jefferson, Jr., throw-
ing the burden on his fatber's shoul-
ders,

“I'd like to know what you pap's got
to do with It?" exclaimed the widow.
“1s bhe running my famlly now?" she
added, with intense irony.

“No'm," replled Thomas Jefferson,
Jr., with meekness; “but he sald he
might as well begin now as any time."

“Oh, he did!"” and the widow banged
& saucer down on the table and broke
itin two. “He 4id, d1d he? Well, you
©AD go back and tell him that when I
aln't able to attend to my own busluess
I'll hire him as a hand to do the rough
work. And you might as well tell him
at the same time that If he thinks you
are going to marry Angellne, you are
very much mistaken.'

“Why can't I marry her? asked
Thomas Jefferson, Jr., with more cow
az¢ than he thought he had.

The Widow Muggins looked him all
over very slowly, very eritically, very
and ‘with Dber mnose

talk about marrying, ain't you?" she
asked. “You are just like Angeline.
All you've got Is clo's and a constitu-
tlon and no place t¢ put 'em. You
haven't got enough to puy for the i
cense."”

“But pap has,” argued Thomas Jef-
feraon, Jr.

“And so have 1,” asserted the widow,
with the same old aggressive pride, for
to her comparisons were odlous, “but
that's no sign you are golng to get It
1 won't bave you In my house and—"

“I'll take Angeline home to pap's
house,” luterrupted Thomas Jefferson,
Jr.

“No you won't, either. I won't have
my daughter slaving her life out for
you and your pap, as you call him.”

Over by the gate through which
Thomas Jefferson, Jr., had come stood
Angeline in & cool, white muslin and
pink ribbons, as sweet as an apple blos-
som., Bhe bad arrayed herself and come
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out of the house by another door, and
Thomas Jefferson, Jr., was to take her
to a pienle down in the Haven woods.

“Goed morning, ma’am,” sald Thomas
Jefferson, Jr., when he saw her, and
the abruptness of his parting almost
made the cold chills run down the back
of the Widow Muggins, for she had
done what she could to avert this ple-
nic In a ladylike way. Her efforts had
proven all in vain, and as the two
walked away she almost pawed the
floor in her disappolntment and anger,
and there Is no telling what would
have happened before the day had fin-
Ished If & vent to her surcharged feel-
lngs had not been sent to ber by a kind
Providence. It came about 8 o'clock
in the afternoon in the comfortahle per-
son of Thomas Jefferson Biggs.

Thomns Jefferson Biggs, as may be
Inferred from the use of the word
“comfortable” in describing him, wns
Just the sort of a person that sort of
an adjective would describe. He wns
comfortable; he had a comfortable
farm, a comfortable house, a comfort-
able gig, & comfortable old horse to pull
it, a comfortable appetite, a comfortn-
ble digostion, & comfortable conacience,
a comfortable temper, and, unlike Wid-
ow Muggins, his life-long nelghbor and
friend, be had a comfortable time, for
he took things as they came and gave
them up as they went, He was a wid-
ower with no one to look after except
his son, Thomns JefMerson, Jr., and he
felt that he bhad ample cause to be satis-
fled and thankful.

The Widow Muggins sat on the stoop
as he approached, but he did not notice
the fire In her eye, and the red ring
around her nose.

“Good day, Mehitabel,” he sald,
cheerily, as he came up.

“It's anything but a good day to me,"
she replied, like n great dump of gray
sky into a heaven full of blue.

“My, my, what's the matter? You
and I ought to be the happlest people
in the world.”

“Speak for yourself, Thomas Jeffer
son Biggs," she sald, with an effort to
maintain her good manners,

“Tut, tut,” Inughed Thomas Jeffer-
son, “You meed a tonle, Alehitabel.
I'll send Thomas Jefferson, Jr., over
with some that I have just had made
by the herb doctor, It's guaranteed to
make the sun shine on the cloudieat
day of the year."

“Well, don't send It by that boy
Thomas Jefferson, Jr.," she snapped.

“Why, Mehitabel, what is tho mat-
ter with Thomas Jeffersou, Jr.7"

“You kmow well enough, Thomas
Jefferson,” she half whimpered, and
then she became strong and went on,
MAnd right here 1 want to tell you,
Thomas Jefferson Biggs, that that

‘“om, 11" m.' 1]

“goop-DAY, MEHITABEL," NE BAID,

Thomas Jefferson, Jr,, of yours shall
never marry my Angeline, I bhave
something higher for her, and I will
never consent to her marrylng against
my will.”

Mehitabel Muggins was tangling up
her language, and Thomas Jefferson
Biggs laughed.

“Oh, you may laugh,” she went on,
gettiog redder in the face, “but [ mean
Just what I'say. Angeline hasn't got
anything to marry on, and Thomas
Jeffersun, Jr, basn't, and I'd like to
know what in the name of
they are golog to do to make a living?"

“Work, Mehitabel," suggested Thom-
as Jefferson Biggs,

“Where'll they work?" she retorted,
“I won't take no son-in-law to ralse,
and Angeline sha'n't go to your house
to slave her life out for the Bigggses.”

“We might rent a small place for
them, or buy it and set them up com.

" sald Thomas Jefferson Bigge.
I'd like to know what's to be-
come of me,” almost sobbed Mehitabel
Muggioe. “I'm sure I can't live all by
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mynself and let my oaly child go out
the world without my help and advice,
The widow was actually sobbing now,
and Thomas Jefferson Biggs pulled a
big red silk bandkerchlef out of his
pocket and stuck his nose into it sym-

patheticafly.
“And think of me, Mehitabel,” he
sald. "I, too, will be all alone, with

my only chfid gone out Into the world
without my help and advice.”

“l don't know what's golng to hap-
pen,” sobbed the widow, without any
particular aproposness to anything,

Thomas Jefferson Blggs laughed and
laughed mso hedartily that the widow
loked at him ln amngement through her
tears,

“It 1 tell you how to arrnnge It all, no
that Aungeline and Thomas Jefferson,
Jr,, will bave a home of thelr own, you
will have a home of your own, and I
will have n home of my own, and none
of us will have to live alone, will yor
be satisfled 7" he asked hor,

“Indeed, Thomas Jefferson, I would,”
she sald, after the manner of helpless
women when rellef s promised.

“Well, then, let Thomas Jefferson,
Jr., move Into your——"

“Didn’t I tell you 1 wouldn't take any
son-ln-law to ralse?’ aud she became
nggressive again.

“Well, then, let Angeline come to
my—"

“Didn't I tell you Angeline shouldn‘t
slave her life—"

Thomas Jefferson Higgs laughed
again, Interrupting her.

“Very well, madam,” sald Thomnas
Jefferscn Biggs, with great diguity,
“there Is but one course to pursue, You
must come to my house and take—"

“Wha—wha—what do—" the Wid-
ow Muggins began to splutter,

“Charge of me,” continued Thomas
Jefferson Biggs, “and let the children
take your house and farm, Then you
won't bave any son-in-law, and I won't
have any daughter-in-law, but will all
be one family, with Mr. and Mrs, Thom.
as Jefferson Biggs In charge of every-
thing, and Mr. and Mrs, Thomns Jef-
ferson, Jr., as tenanta."”

Then Thomas Jefferson Biggs stooped
down and kissed Mehitabel Muggins
with a loud explosion, and as strange
an It may seem to those who expected
something more of a temper such as
Mehitabel Muggins' she actually put
her head down on the shoulder of
Thomas Jefferson Biggs and felt com-
fortable for the first tyme since the de-
parture of the late Iamented Jethro
Muggins, of Codfish Haven.—Washing.
ton Btar,

Whiskers Under the Veat.

“Are beards lucrative, or, In othe:
words, can one make any money by
wearing them long?’ sald a young man
about town. “Upon the first thought
and perhaps even after one has evolved
the question carefully In his mind, he
would reply no. But they are wrong,
as the following case of an old artist
will show. By ‘old artist' |s not meant
n genlus llke Harnet, Angelo or men of
that cluss, but a palnter who, besides
belog noted for his superlor work In
portraits, is consplcuous for the quan.
tity of halr which sprouts from his chin,
This gentleman, it Is sald, has won
many a wager on his beard, which is of
such length that he Is compelled to wear
it underneath his vest. No one ever sees
the hirsute growth, except when he
exhibits it to settle n bet. To saunter
into a saloon and get into conversation
wlth some of the customers there has
become & iobby with him, for In doing
so* he has an objeet. He frequently
gets a drink In consequence of betting
with sowme other fellow who has a falrly
long beard as to whose is the longest,
and it Is seldom that he losea n wager
of this kind, for his whiskers extend to
the bottom of his walstcoat.” —Phlladel.
phia Call

Monster Water Wheel,
A water wheel of remarkable eon-
struction has been Introduced In the
North Btar mine, Grass Valley, Cal, It

Is 18 feet in dlametor, welghs 10,500 | Pal

poundds and developa 250 horse-power,
running under a 750-foot head, at 100
revolutions, and ls directly connected
to the shaft of & duplicate compressor,
compound tandem type, of same ca-
pacity.

The design of this wheel {8 novel.
From & cast-iron hub radiate twenty-
four steel spokes, which are connected
to a rlm made up of angle buckets,
properly shaped, having n slat for the
buckets, which are bolted to the per-
iphery, the straln belng taken by four
heavy steel truss rods,

The large diameter of the wheel Is for
the purpose of giving proper speed to
the compressor under the high head
avallable and the water |s applled to
the wheel through a variable nozsle,
controlled by an automatie regulator,
the latter malotaluing a uniferm speed
ou the wheel.—The Paper Mill

Carved His Own CofMin.

A coffin yarn from England Is thia,
from a Nottingham paper: *“The hob-
by of an old gentleman, who has just
departed this life In Duddlestone, wax
wood carving. Belog of independeunt
means he was able to devote his time
to the craft and became a very artlstle
craftsman, After fllling his house with
hand-carved furnlture he turasd bis at-
tentlon to the carving of an oaken
coffip, to contain his remains, Over the
richly carved paunels he spent much
loving care. In this coffin de luxe he
waas buried the other day, aad, In ac.
cordance with minute instrections In
his last will and testament, was fol-
lowed to the grave by one mouruer ouly
—a young man to whom he had left the
bulk of ks property, Ignoring all of his
relatives. The cotfin was conveyed to
the churchyard in the old gentleman's
private veblcle, drawn by his favorito

m.”,.n

Singular Loss of Memory.

A curious lnstauce of sudden loss of
memory Is reported from Brighton, En-
gland. While sitting on the sea frout
a woman felt something break In her
head, Bhe theroupon became unable
to tell her name, address, or anything
connected with ber past life, Bhe s
at present in the Brighton workbouse,
her continual cry belng: “Oh, shall I
get my memory again? Her clothing
does not contain & single mark or inl-
tial whereby she might be Identiied.

A Severe COriticiam.

Probably no two artsts ever criti-
cised each other more severely than did
Fuesell and Northeote, yet they remaln.
ed fast friends. At one time Fusell was
looking at Northcote's painting of the
angsl meeting Balaam and bis ass.
“How do you llke 1t7* asked North-
cote, after a long sllence. “Northeote,”
repiied Fusell, promptly, “you are an
angel 8t a0 ass, but &1 A4 at a2 angell®

RAGGIO & MORRISON,

Wholesale Dealers and Jobbers in
FOREIGN AND DOMESTIC

FRUITS.

127 South Water 8t., CHICAGO.

Telephone Main 20442,

«~F. C. VIERLING, President,

Chicago Rubber aad Ml Suppty Co.

MANUFACTURERS AND DEALERS IN
FINEST QUALITIES OF

MECHANICAL
RUBBER GOODS

OF EVERY DESCRIPTION.

GENERAL RAILWAY AND MILL SUPPLIES

Pure Oak Tanned Leather Belting.

312 Dearborn 8treet, CHICAGO.

Telophone IHarrison 318,

The Best of Everything for Chicago.

The Givic Pederation

OF CHICAGO.
Telephone Main 2602, 517 First National Bank Building.

WILLIAM T. BAKER, President.

BERTHA HONORE PALMER, First Vice President
JOHN J. McOQRATH, Second Vice President.
RALPH M. EASLEY, Secretary.

EDWARD 8. DREYER, Treasurer.

The Civic Federation Aims to Focalize All the Forces Now
Laboring to Advance the Political, Municipal, Philan-
thropic, Industrial and Moral Interests of Chicago.

Bach Branch of Work Is Placed in the Hands of a Committee of Speclalists, Come
mittees Now Belug at Work oa the Following Lines:

1.~POLITICAL, atlon, Public Loan Bureau, Employ-
The selection of honest, capable men ment Agencles, etc.

to govern the city. Btate and municl- 4 ~PHILANTHROPIO.

legislation for Chicago. Honest Develo
pment of the Central Relief
elections. A general Interest lo the prl- Assoclation to & thorough systemisse
e 2 —MUNICIPAL. tion of the organized charities of Chlk
Clean streets and alleys—prompt re. “48% 5.—~MORAL

morsl"of arbagn— IBDTSd UHAD e upprenion o kb, oo
orable police—cheaper and better ac- literature, ote.
commodations for the people of Chica- 0.—EDUCATIONAL.

Ample school facilities — Improved

go in all directions—elevation of rall-
road tracks, ete, methods in teaching, and the develop-
8.~INDURTRIAL. ment of a greater Interest In the

Establishment of Boards of Conclli- schools by the parents.

o S (EE———

Frankiin MacVeagh. Rollt A. Keyes.
Wayne MaocVeagh. Waiter T. Chandien

Frakiin MaeVeagh & (o,

.- IMPORTERS - --

Manufacturers and Jobbers

GROCERIES.

Wabash Ave. and Lake St.,
a. CEICAGO.

W. M. HOYT COMPANY,
WHOLESALE GROGERS!

—TEASI—
N 1,3, 5, 7.9 Mickgmn Ave. w10  Rira Siwl

CHICAGO.

(Gladiator Cycle Works.

Manufacturers of High-Grade Wheels.

The GLADIATOR.

Factory, 109 to 115 West 14th St.,
FRANK WENTER, Pres. «_CHICAQGO.

HORN BROS.
Manufacturing Co.,

MANUTFACTURERS

or

= Furniture.

281 Superior Court, ...Chicago.

SIMON COQHLAN. P.J. WALL

SIMON COGHLAN & CO.,
ROOFERS"..om"
Office—341 Thirty-first 8t.,

Near Siato St.

Yard—3220-3231 Lowe Ave.
TELEPHONES: { Rt « « « «+ Chicago.

JOHN H. SULLIVAN,

PRACTICAIL

PLUMBER and GAS FITTER,

328 E. Division St., Pheenix Building,

T40.

AL. BAMUELBON. ED. C. WESBTMAN.

SAMUELSON & WESTMAN,

==

Furniture and Carpets,

Stoves, Office Desks, Mirrors, Etc.
Picture Frames Made to Order. Repaliring on Short Notice.

143 and 148 East Chicago Avenue.

HENRY STUCKART,

——DEALER IN—

FURNITURE

Carpets, Parlor Goods, Crockery, Chamber

Corner Sedgwick Strest, CHICAQD, ILL.
RBSIDENCS, 37 SIGBL STREET.

Suits, Lace Curtains and Shades.
Telphont Sonth 382, 2617-19 ARCHER AVE,




